l68             JOURNEY   WITHOUT   END
We were in the middle of tying them up when whizzzzzz.
I ran to the door. A German 5-9 had gone clean through
the church, I went out and found my horse alive and well,
though somewhat frightened. I loaded up and turned to
ride back. As I did so, another shell came over and blew up
a building where they were sorting registered letters.
" Well," I thought, " I don't know about an armistice/
but Jerry's having a final fling with a vengeance."
I only know that I whipped that horse into a gallop, and
I shudder to think of what must have happened to Mother's
Christmas pudding or whatever was inside those parcels.
When I got back to our men, nobody would believe me
about the shells, but if any of them were expecting a
registered letter they'd soon find, out!
Eleven o'clock and peace. So far as we were concerned
there were no fanfares. Only the silent realization that the
War was over, and an almost unbearable feeling of relief
that we could move about without perpetually having to
duck our heads or take cover. We were still soldiers, and
there were still orders to be obeyed. We marched. We
seemed to march all through Belgium, though actually we
were only going into permanent billets, where we were told
to clean ourselves up. We groomed our horses and polished
our buttons. It was the victory parade of the Indian
Expeditionary Force, or such as was left of it, and we were
not to be denied our place in the sun.
Once more we marched. And then one day we crossed
the Rhine. The conquerors had come to stake their claim.
The Army of Occupation was in occupation.
We did not stop until we reached Cologne, and I was
immediately struck by the contrast of this fine city with its
beautiful cathedral and the batfered ruins of Belgium's
towns and villages. For four and a half years the Germans
had been waging a war with every vile means known to
man, and yet here were their cities untouched. But bricks
and mortar do not make a nation, and though the buildings
stood out proudly, there was defeat in the eyes of the people.
Our reception in Cologne left us in no doubt as to who had
won the War. It appeared that white bread was unknown,